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A thing that babes might shrink at; only this
Take with you for your, poor queen's true last word,
That if they let me live so long to see
The fair wife's face again from whose soft side,
Now labouring with your child, by violent hands
You are reft perforce for my sake, while I live
I will have charge of her more carefully
Than of mine own life's keeping, which indeed
I think not long to keep, nor care, God knows,
How soon or how men take it   Nay, good friend,
Weep not; my weeping time is wellnigh past,
And theirs whose eyes have too much wept for me
Should last no longer.   Sirs, I give you thanks
For thus much grace and patience shown of you,
My gentle gaolers, towards a1 queen unqueened
Who shall nor get nor crave again of man
What grace may rest in him- to give her.    Come,
Bring me to bonds again, and her with me
That hath not stood so nigh me all these years
To fall ere life doth from my side, or take
Her way to death without me till I die,
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